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WORDS. 



I. 



Words are the stranded foam the sea- winds blew, 
Or bloom-snow falling in the springing weeks ; 
Unless the character of him who speaks 

Stand out^ behind the words, as good and true! 



II. 



Words are but feathers, bright or black or grey, 
Upon the small winds' fingers borne and lost ; 
But actions are the great rocks — tempest cross'd, 

Though fretted by a million storms, they stay. 
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MISCHIEF-SEEDS. 

Brood not on words or slights, their biting force 
Is measured by their housing — mischief-seeds 
Which, nursed and tended, bring forth poison- weeds 

Whose bitter crop is hatred and remorse. 

TROUBLES. 

Our troubles are the rocks in low stream's bed, 
Whereat we fret and chafe, and strive and weep ; 
But Heaven sends rain — our stream grows wide 
and deep — 

The rocks lie hid, and thoughts of them are dead. 

BURIALS. 

We dig deep graves, while warm is human breath, 
But none so deep as that which covers Love. 
Where Honour lies the dust is thick above ; 

Less green are these, than those that wait on Death. 
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PL£ASUR£. 

Then Pleasure came; keen lightnings round her play'd, 
And in her lustrous eyes. Her lips were flame. 
* Stay with me evermore,' I sighed. * My name,' 
She said, 'Would not be 'Pleasure' if I stay'd.' 

DEATH'S TEST. 

Two Leaders strove ; each skilful, wise, and bold, 
Till Azrael came, resolved to test their worth. 
He touch'd, and lo ! One tum'd to crumbling earth, 

And One became a statue of pure gold. 

CARE. 

Oare came, a feather-weight when morning shed 
Pale primrose gleams on vernal life ; but grew 
A load of chains ere day-clouds hid the blue. 

Night found it heavy as a world of lead. 




4 Qtiatrdins. 



CLEAR IN THE DEEPS. 

As shines a white stone through a Devon stream, 
Whose waters pour melodiously, yet strong : 
So, through the stream and river of his song — 

Clear in the deeps — the Poet's thought should gleam. 

SONG FUGHTS. 

As drops the lark's full song — beyond our ken — 
From Heaven's blue on our entranced ears. 
The Poet's thought, from flight among the spheres, 

Returns in music to the hearts of men. 

THANKS. 

If our full hearts should give thanks manifold 
For all we have, for all we hold and prize : 
Much more, a thousand-fold, should thanks arise 

For all we have not — all we would not hold. 
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LITTLE MYRTLE. 

I. 

Dear rosy Question ! babbling all the day ! 
< What am II Tell me, ere my curls grow oldf 
I cannot tell thee, Sweet ! though curls be gold, 

And thou reiterate^tUl they be grey. 

II. 

O little Query ! like a rose unblown. 

With folded mysteries in pink and white — 
Love cannot solve thee in thy morning light, 

Nor Wisdom when thy three-score years have flown. 
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LABURNUMS. 



I. 



O golden wonder of the wondrous Spring ! 
How gleams thy affluence Ween the April rains. ' 
The nimble fairies forge thy golden chains, 

And hang them on thee while their thrushes sing. 

II. 

They forge them in the founderies of the air 

With flames of Spring; thy molten gold drips 

through 
Where interlacing boughs frame bits of blue : 

Each chain, a thought of God to lighten care. 
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SWEET WOODRUFF. 

A Poet, true to Art and God, not read 

In his life-space, but who when gone receives 
Full meed, is like sweet- wood ruff, in whose leaves 

Men find no perfume until they be dead. 

INTERPRETATION. 

Nature's fair husk the Poet doth ignite 
With his soul's fiame : subjectively he sees 
Form, force, and law, and deep analogies : 

And all her beauty blazes in his light. 

THE UFE WE PRIZE. 

The life we prize is not the life we know, 
But one untrodden, hid in silver haze. 
Whose opening path allures our wistful gaze — 

The moss lies deep lights gleam, and winds are low. 



w 
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IN THE FLESH. 

We might hear spirit-music were our ears 
Not duird and vex'd by voicings of the earth. 
We might see shapes bejond the mortal birth 

Were our sad eyes not dimm'd with human tears. 

NO WHIT LESS SWEET. 

This one pale primrose is no whit less sweet 
Because a thousand deck yon hills above ; 
Nor is this Maid less worthy of thy love 

Because a thousand others throng the street. 

CLOUDS. 

In Spring, the pearly clouds rose higher day by day ; 
White fleeces higher still in Summer's azure skies ; 
Rich Autumn brought them closer, flush'd in 
glory's dyes. 
Now Winter's hair is white, and clouds are low and 
grey. 




QuatraiiM. S 

EARTH DUST. 

Eee tliou the silent earth-dust with free hand ; 

Its teeming force will mother all thy needs. 

Grudge not thy toil, lest armies of the weeds, 
Couch, charlock, thistle, come and take thy land. 

THE FIRST FROST. 

The year's first frost had crept on bloom and leaf; 

A chill white horror sat on path and bed ; 

The queenly sunflower hung her golden head, 
And her limp hands droopt feebly in her grief. 

AMONG THE REEDS. 

Mere rubbish drifted down it looked — brown sedge and 
weeds — 

I touched the heap — a little water-hen out flew. 

And bared her dull-grey eggs, brown-spotted, to my 
view. 

life wrapp'd in Death. Wind-laughter through the 

whistling reeds. 
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THE HUMAN CRY. 

I. 

The Human lifts a wailing to be heard. 

And clinging hands to clutch the dim Unknown 
That draws for ever back behind His Throne ; 

Who gives good gifts, but speaketh not a word. 

II. 

The world grows old : still lifts the bitter breath ; 
* Why ? Tell us, why ? Behind our prison bars.' 
O children ! Are we wise ? Hope crown'd with 
stars 

Is ours. And Love that dieth not. — And Death ! 



tMomM 
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A MEMORY OF LOSS. 
I. 
The Beauty-cup that held his Joy was frail, 
He knew, and brittle under shock or strain ; 
This knowledge gripp'd his heart till heat of pain 
Burnt up his Joy and left him only bale. 

II. 
His Beauty-cup still smiles — a dream of bright 

Art-woven rays ; but all it held has fled ; 

A ghostly fear has kiird it, and instead 
A Memory of Loss cries through the night. 

FIRE-LIGHT FANCIES. 
^A Picture by Arthur Hacker^ Esq,) 

Weird fire-light dreams are her& On her young sight 
Strange faces grow, wrapp'd in the ruddy light. 

And fade, while through the caves and grots of flame 
Move changing shapes like phantoms of the night. 
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THE HOUR. 

Ambition graspeth not its crown of Power, 

Though shored by Wealth, Brain-force, and Will 

to bend 
The back of Oircumstance to meet its end. 

Unless Time's finger mark the ripened Hour. 

NOT WASTED. 

Blood is not wasted when a Hero bleeds : 
Earth drinks it not alone : a Nation's heart 
Absorbs the precious rain, whose atoms start 

New life that runs its course in noble deeds. 

THE MASTER MIND. 

He coins high aspirations into facts ; 

He stamps upon their plastic gold his fnark ; 

And, ere his noonbeams die into the dark. 
Fulfils himself, and sways his fellows' acts. 
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THE MAN. 

Brain-lightnings — lurid gleams — mad hopes and fears 
Oonverging to one point — like lens-caught rays — 
The People's Prayer, * A Man to guide our ways I' 

The Hour is bom — and lo ! The Man appears ! 

HE. 

Friendly to all, or rich or poor, 

Whatever their creed. 
A Friend to few. To one or two 

A Friend indeed ! 

TO THE CREST. 

In sorrow's mountains moved he through a night 
Of starless gloom. Thought urged him to the crests 
Face set ; hands clench'd ; he ever upward prest, 

And on the heights found calm, wide air, and light. 
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mS HOME. 

He watch'd the orbs of light iu Night's deep dome 
Flashing familiar signals from the sky ; 
And wondered which swift world, encircling high 

Its central sun, would be his Spirit's Home. 

SECRETS. 

Earth hides her secrets in her breast : the sea 
Hides hers in rocky clefts, in sands and weeds. 
So each tried heart, love's pearls and wrecks of 
deeds. 

Doth cover up in its own mystery. 

A THOUSAND TO ONE. 

One snowflake kiss I'd give and take away. 

Thy * No ' I dare not heed, for sweet Love's sake. 

A thousand tongues hast thou to bid me take ; 
And but one little one to say me nay. 
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WAITING. 
As shuts the wild wood sorrel when the light 

• 

Dies down, so shuts mj heart behind a gate 
Of gloom when thou art gone. Thy dawn I wait, 
As her closed leaves the passing of the night. 

LOVE'S WAY. 

Strive not Love's stream, tumultuous, to stay 
With social boulders ; neither aid its force : 
If it have volume it will run its course. 

Make its own bridal bed, and have its way. 

PAOLO E FRANCESCA. 

As molecules together whirl in fire. 
When oxygen woos carbon into flame ; 
Some frail affinities, with scorch of shame, 

Whirl down the winds of passion and desire. 
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FORETASTE. 
I. 

Feast not on promised joy with too great greed ; 
Anticipation will but make thee feed 

On thy sweet joy, whose volume, growing less, 
May cheat thy hope when it is thine indeed ; 

II. 

Nor dread too much the £ace of threatened woe ; 
'Tis dry-lipp'd fear that bids it loom and grow ; 

Nor multiply its image in thy tears, 
But face it boldly as thou wouldst a blow 
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SMALL AND GREAT. 

Dedm nought so small, it cannot sway thy fate — 
A gnat may wreck a Dynasty or State — 

Nor think, as acting on the humblest lot, 
That aught beneath the sun can be too great. 

mS TIME I BIDE. 

Four blows of Fate crash'd down. * O God!' I cried, 
* In mercy spare! one more would wreck my heart.' 
The Mih blow came : but strength to bear my part 

Game too ; so now, broad-back'd, His time I bida 

LOVE AND HATE. 

Can true Love turn to Hate? Can its pure force 
Be changed to that which stings without remorse? 
Ah no ! But when it dies. Hate writhes her coils, 

* 

And rears her cobra-length on Love's pale corse. 
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LOVE'S NATURE. 

Love's nature changeth never day by day, 
Though human heart-sbrines crumble and decay ; 
But sometimes, when his eyes are drench'd with 
' tears, 
He lifts his sad white wings and flies away. 

NATURE-SPEECH. 
Not ear-close, Nature's speech in moon or star — 
The voice within the rose calls &om afar — 
But close in human lips, in human eyes, 
Revealing in a hand-clasp all we are. 

THE LAND OF MIGHT-HAVE-BEEN. 

wonder land ! whose pathways in the years 
Gone by look'd soft to tread, leading to bowers 
Of rosy ease and amaranthine flowers. 

1 turn to gaze, but cannot see for tears ! 
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THE PRIMROSE. 

She warms our hearts ; for all our Springs of old 
Shine out from her sweet face in sunny rays. 
By wintry paths she lifts her head : and says, 

' Hope is not dead — I've kiss'd away the cold.' 

OLD TRUTHS. 

The golden coinage of a long past reign, 

Be-minted oft, may circulate to-day ; 

And old-world truths — pure gold — &om ages grey, 
Pass current as new thoughts from brain to brain. 

GOD'S WINE. 

Symbol of Youth and Life ! clear bubbling spring 
That pour'st perennially God's crystal wine 
Which all may quaff — I worship at thy shrine. 

The whole wide earth holds not a purer thing. 



s 
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UNION. 

Scorn not the aid one loyal mind can' bring ; 

A noble growth expands by stiiall degrees ; 

Not all at once leaves clothe the wintry trees, 
But each burst bud helps on the greening Spring. 

FRATERNITY. 

Fraternity is one long circling chain 

Of equal links — steel-strong : break one, break all — 
It holds true minds in gently tempered thrall, 

But gives league-strength to meet Life's tug and 
strain. 

GOING HOME. 

Life's link-man lifts his fitful yellow light — 

How like dry bones the hand that takes the fee — 
His cavern voice says ' Home ': and silently 

We wheel into the mysteries of the Night. 



Stfe'0 #20ters 



I taw a busy Potter by the way, 
Kneading toith might a/nd main a lump of day ; 
And, lo! the day cried, * Uee me genUy, pray, 
I vxxe a nwm m/yndf but yesterday ! ' 

Omar-i-KhatyAm. 
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ARGUMENT. 



( THE POETS VOICE, ) 



Life is the bond between Man and the 
Vegetable Kingdom. It is the bond of kinship 
amongst all Organisms. Life is One, One Unity. 
There are not varieties in kind — as Plant life, 
Fish life, Insect life, Animal life. There is in 
the TJliiverse but One Life pulsating through 
organic things. Life is a vital entity, and not a 
mere condition of Matter. It persistently seeks 
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the germ. It is universal. like Matter, it is 
indestructible ; and like Force, it is never lost. 



Death does not annihilate life, it does but 
shatter the shrine or tenement in which, for the 
time being, Life dwells. Life, liberated by 
Death, rejoins the Life-energy of the Universe, 
and is free to animate new forms. Thus in the 
organic world is maintained the equipoise of 
Life and Death. 




LIFE'S MYSTERY. 



I. 



What is the bond between me and this flower ? 

We breathe the common air, we smile and weep ; 

Earth's bosom takes us both when our last sleep 
Falls on the lids that opened for an hour. 

The mystery call'd life awhile we hold ; 

The loss of it^ call'd Death, awhile we wait ; 

Vigour or feebleness may crown our state. 
A flower can sufTer in its inmost fold. 




I 
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I loved its ways, and watch'd it day by day 

Open its petals to the kindly sun ; 

When death crept near, I mark'd how one by one 
Its curl'd leaves sadden'd into brown decay. 



What is the bond between us ? Is it light, 

Without whose kiss we pine, and droop, and die 1 
Or tear-rain falling from a weeping sky ? 

Or robe of air gemm'd with the stars of night ? 
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II. 

As softly fall to earth the sighing leaves, 
A Poet's voice fell on my Spirit's ears 
like whispers of the dawn, ere day appears 

Grey-swathed to move among the harvest sheaves. 



' O closer, closer still ! as close as fate. 

It moves within us like a flame, and gives 

A brotherhood with everything that lives ; 

A Law to love God's creatures small and great. 



' Life is the bond. It makes us kin. It brings 
Its quickening force to every perfect germ. 
With protoplasm moulds in order'd term, 

Qne Lif e pulsating through organic things^ 
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' One life, continuous as the crowded air, 

That plastic slave that gamers all Life's needs, 
The gaseous energies, the germs, and seeds. 
Wherewith it builds its structures layer on layer. 



* One life, in moss and fern, in beast and bird^ 
In waking babe, and grandsire old and grey ; 
In flame-wing'd gnats that whirl a summer-day. 
In hornSd strength that bellows in the herd. 



One life in all the countless forms that be ; 
One Life enshrined and hid in myriad cells 
Which are but coverings for Life. It dwells, 

One Life, in teeming air, and earth, and sea !' 
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III. 



O star-eyed Science ! tell us what is life ; 
Probe to its source and lay it bare to sight, 
Its secret plasms flood with naked light, 

And show it pulsing underneath thy knife. 



Through folded tissues trace its primal stage, 
In mould, in mildew, fern and flower, and tree ; 
The firstling throb of Life show thou to me 

Ere crowding moments guerdon it with age. 



r 



30 Lif^B Mystery. 



In fly or bird ; from moneron to man, 

Reyeal the starting point on Life's quick road ; 
The moulding energy which needs no goad 

To fill with finished work its narrow span. 



Add lens to lens, bend back the rays, converge 
God's pencil-lights upon His handiwork ; 
With ever sharpening sight peer through the murk. 

And out of cloud-mists bid the truth emerge. 
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And Science answers, solemn-voiced and low, 
* Look with these eyes in reyerenct and awe 
Through wide phenomena to changeless Law, 

Then learn to know how little thou can'st know. 



' Dead flower ! It knew the dark and light ; the 
tread 
Of windy spring : could feel beneath its rind 
The ' skyey influences ' which act on mind. 
It had sensations ere its leaves were shed. 
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'And wise selective power ; could subtly choose 
Its sustenance within its own domain 
From soil, or lights or drops of silver rain ; 
The food innutritive it could refuse. 



< It breathed the bounteous air in green content 
Through lung-like leaves and blossoms bright of 

hue; 
Swung incense-prajers in censers spark'd with 
dew, 
And smiled accord with its environment. ' 



' Of warp and woof invisible to sight 

It wove its garments beautiful with stars, 
Inwrought with glowing suns and rainbow bars, 
With tender threads of dawn, and noon, and night. 
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IV. 



And Science answers, solemn-voiced and low, 
' Look with these eyes in reverence and awe 
Through wide phenomena to changeless Law, 

Then learn to know how little thou can'st know. 



' Dead flower ! It knew the dark and light ; the 
tread 
Of windy spring : could feel beneath its rind 
The ' skyey influences ' which act on mind. 
It had sensations ere its leaves were shed. 
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In fly or bird ; from moneron to man, 

Reveal the starting point on Life's quick road ; 
The moulding energy which needs no goad 

To fill with finish'd work its narrow span. 



Add lens to lens, bend back the rays, converge 
God's pencil-lights upon His handiwork ; 
With ever sharpening sight peer through the murk, 

And out of cloud-mists bid the truth emerge. 
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IV. 



And Science answers, solemn-voiced and low, 
' Look with these eyes in reverence and awe 
Through wide phenomena to changeless Law, 

Then learn to know how little thou can'st know. 



' Dead flower ! It knew the dark and light ; the 
tread 
Of windy spring : could feel beneath its rind 
The ' skyey influences ' which act on mind. 
It had sensations ere its leaves were shed. 
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A semi-fluid speck the point in each. 

O plasmic wonder ! marvellous as true — 
O mystery divine ! so old, so new ! 

Veil thou the sight that can no further reach. 



V. 

Then I. No further reach ! Poor human eyes ! 
Why climb we knowledge-peaks, or mine below, 
Only to know how little we may know ! 

Is not this vanity beneath the skies ? 

I know not anything ! I only know 

I love the flowers as sweet and silent friends — 
Though all unleam'd their mysteries and ends. 

Yet 'mid their leaves I feel my friendships grow. 
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Game they on earth to freight the circling air 
With tingling odours ? or to crowd Man's sense 
With Beauty, luring Art through form intense 

To follow lovingly up Nature's stair % 



To take her object-lessons from the leaves 
Of Greek acanthus, or the clinging vine, 
The lily's gracious curve and fluent line. 

The poppy-cups among the f ulvid sheaves ? 



Why are their robes so beautiful to sight % 
Gan colour make them glad that they repeat 
The sunset-glories of the moon of wheat 

In raiment woven of the strands of light ? 
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VI. 



The Poet's voice again, like mountain stream 
Tinkling its' way 'tween Summer's lichen'd stones, 
Made answer to my thought in silver toues 

Sweet as the marriage-bells of bridal dream. \ 



' O Stars of woodland wastes ! of rock and glen ! 
How dreary were the Earth without your rays, 
Your cheery laughing lights in fever'd ways, 
Your lamps of colour by the paths of men. 
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* Whatever your purpose, who can doubt your right 
To full fruition of the life-boon sent ? 
To know the best iji your environment, 
And revel in the gladness of the light 1 



What more can Man save widen in degree, 
And from the apex of the Kingdoms gain 
A larger view, a fuller life attain, 

Engirded ever by a Spirit-sea 



*As is the cosmos by the chain of Crod, 
A chain He lowers to this earth of ours, 
Whose links are impress'd Laws and silent Powers 
In touch with worlds and daisies of the sod 1 ' 



r 
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VII. 



I said — Is Matter more than Life ? No storm 
Annihilates : we tear, we crush, we bum 
Tet cannot make an end : from out its urn, 

It, Proteus-like, but takes another form. 



Scorch'd by a brazen sun or spiked by frost, 

Lipp*d by the flame or wreck'd on howling shores : 
The Hand that grasps the whole, the part restores, 

He gathers up the fragments — ^nought is lost. 



Is Matter more than Life ? Doth Nature weigh 
Its atoms in a miser's scales, yet strew 
The grains of Life with spendthrift palm, and view 

The Spark-divine as something less than clay ? 



Lif^9 Mystery. 
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O Death, Death, Death ! that ever clogs the tread 
Of Life. Art thou his complement, his twin 
Bound to him evermore, without, within. 

Or his pale shadow moving 'mong the dead ? 
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VIII. 



The Poet's voice—' Dreams, dreams : my dreams are 
nought, 
They nothing prove ; yet, as the listless wind ' 
There falls to me from Nature's immanent mind 

What moves to words the aching pulse of thought. 



' This earth of blossoms is not crude or raw. 
Unfinished, fashion'd with the sloping hour ; 
The Laws that act to-day with sovereign power 
Will not to-morrow fail from hidden flaw. 

\ 




{ 
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* The Great Cause gaye stupendous gifts in Space, 
Force, Matter, Life, the Laws that loose and 

keep, 
Gave Death, in semblance of its symbol Sleep, 
And dread phenomena that shroud His face. 



The Force that moves the liower-haunting wing, 
Or cleaves the mountain from its cloud-hung 

tower 
Is never lost. — The Energy and Power 

That lives as Life is not a meaner thing. 



* The Type is left : the lowest moss or worm 
When its short course is perfected in sleep 
Leaves something for the spinning Earth to keep. 
The Life-force ever waits upon the germ. 
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* The seedling dies, but leaves a seed : the rain. 
Air, earth, and sun another flower will give ; 
Its body's part will in its issue live ; 
Its force of Life, as Life, will live again. 



* The inmost glow ; the principle of Life ; 
The vital strength that came to it at birth ; 
dame from without, when, wrapp'd in swaddling 
earth, 
The tiny germ awoke to verdurous strife. 



' This could not die aad share the blossoms' fate. 
The principle of Life could not decay. 
Must He who rests behind His laws alway, 
A new Creation every Spring create! 
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' The infinite exuberance that swarms 

'Neath Indian skies, the million-peopled leaves, 
The buzzing walls and roofs, and chattering 
eaves; 
The armies marching where the sunshine warms. 



' The panting forests blazing with the sheen 

Of glancing wings, and gem-besprinkled flowers. 
Where Life runs rampant in the golden hours. 
And clothes the log in raiment of a Queen. 



* Is this Life-force — when Death stands by the bier 
Of each small organism — spent and dead ? 
Or like the human breath, that having fed - 
Life's flame, transformed, rejoins the atmosphere ? 




mf 



46 Life's Mystery. 



* The harvest life— a boon from Nature's core — 
That droops to Earth with Autumn's golden 

grain. 
Is this force lost and wasted ? Not again 
Reclothed, reshrined ; but dead for evermore ) 

' Ah no ! All streams of Life by that vast sea 

Are gulf 'd, whose waves imponderous wrap the 

globe 
Like polar currents in a formless robe, 
Mysterious, awful, circling ceaselessly. 



* Life is immortal ! Gk>d's breath never dies ! 
It doth but change its tenement on earth. 
Enshrined, it wakes the nestling germ to birth, 
And, when the shrine is shattered, takes its rise 
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< Beyond the secret air, and compensates 
The drain incessant of the vital breath : 
This is the equipoise of life and Death, 
Where each for ever on the other waits. 



^ O goodly treasure cup ! thou to the brim 
Art full ; no precious drop, however tost, 
Upon the wind's broad back is blindly lost. 
Though Life's great affluence lave thy utmost rim. 



* It o'erfloweth not in ways diverse — 
Law presses equally along its line — 
It knows no waste ; but as the glad sunshine 
Its wavelets move through God's wide Universe. 
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' Life seeks the germ — an universal flame — 
In glowing valleys of the planet Mars, 
Along the crowded highways of the stars, 
On shining slopes of Worlds that have no name/ 



< Then Science speaks. * The dreams of Poet-sage 
Are only dreams — ^yet oft-Umes in the grey 
Soft dawn of truth, his finger points a way 
That Science follows in a later age. 

' His inner sight may view the soul of things ; 
His inner ears catch tones beyond the sense 
Of myriad multitudes whose ears are dense. 
Yet Science moves not on a Poet's wings. 
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* Life comes from pre-existent life. The germ, 
A microcosm of the past, contains 
The Life, and when environment sustains, 
The organism lives and runs its term. 



' And yet ^the Poet's dream may, like the rind, 

Enfold the fruit ; and various Life may be 
Through many million forms — One Unity ! 
One impress of the Great Oreative Mind ! 



'One quickening force that, passing through all 
things, 
By Death replenish'd, undiminished still. 
And pressing on each germ with moulding skill 
Builds up the structures evolution brings.' 



# 



50 



Lifers MysUry. 



' So Science stands with lifted head — star-eyed, 

She sweeps the distant plain, the mountains' 

brow; 
Oalm rests upon her lip. — * We know not now, 
But light is shining on the other side.' 





4Dtlter 100110. 



(Other 90em0. 



INNERMOST. 



I. 



Oan aught into the Innermost intrude ? 
The cryptic chamber of the heart of man, 
Whereof his closest knoweth not the plan. 

Can aught dwell there save self and solitude 1 



II. 



No second self walks with me o'er its floors ; 
The nearest, dearest, truest, of my friends 
Knows but the vestibule : nor ever wends 

Beyond the silence of its guarded doors. 
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III. 

The reflex of a smile is sometimes thrown — 
A Mother's smile — upon its inner way, 
Sweet lips and eyes of tenderness to stay 

Awhile with love, yet not to keep the throne. 

IV 

The crypt is void ; although a dear dead face 

With faint aurSola of Angel's hair 

Brings down at times a light that lingers there ; 
That sheds its gold, yet cannot fill the place. 



v. 

O smaU white hand now clasping nothingness ! 
O voice of song ! Gould she in life have fill'd 
The inner chamber and its aching still'd ? 

Nay. God alone must fill it. Nothing less ! 



J 
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FAITH. 

I. 
My Faith is but a lisping shell 

Whose inmost whorls are filled with Thee. 

Too faint its speech from far off sea, 
Thy Love, Thy Mystery to tell. 

II. 
My Faith is but a flickering ray, 

Too weak to guide my steps aright. 

Keep Thou my heart, and give me Light, 
So dark my path, so rough my way ! 

III. 
My Faith is but a feeble clasp ; 

I, trembling, lift my hand to Thee. 

Oh ! give me strength, enabling me 
To hold Thee in an iron grasp. 




Oiher Poems. 66 

SONG. 

Dream Dakuno, Dream. 

Sleep, dear one, sleep. — Day loiters in the west ; 
The Bridegroom Night is wooing her to rest — 
Dream loved one, dream : The Day beyond the sea 
Dreams of the Night : So darling, dream of me, 
Dream darling, dream of me ! 



Sleep, dear one, sleep. — Day rests with all her charms, 
And eager Night enfolds her in his arm& — 
Dream loved one, dream : As Day of Night in sleep, 
So dream of me whose Love is strong and deep. 
Dream darling, Love is deep ! 



'^^^Ml^f?' 
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ON LIFE'S BANQUET STAIRS. 



I. 



We pass each other on Life's banquet stairs ; 
New guests are mounting to the festal light, 
While we descend together to the Night, 

Olose mufSed 'gainst the outside wintry airs. 



II 

They tread upon our shadows as they climb 

With quick strong steps to join the crowd and 

crush. 
We see, in sparkling eyes and speaking blush, 

How expectation gilds the coming time. 
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III. 



Young forms go by us tossing rosy sprays 
In brave apparel, tints of flower and bird, 
Of blossom-patches by the summer stirr'd, 

With sheen of silk, and gems that scatter rays. 



IV. 



Knew we such zest, true heart ! when mounting up ? 
Such haste to lift the chalice to our lips. 
To learn if pleasure sweeter is in sips. 

Or when, with manhood's thirst, we drain the cup ? 



V. 



Shall we stand by and carp at these, and say — 
* Go, giddy ones, and moth-like fire your wings — 
Pleasure is pain, and laughter sorrow brings.' 

Shall we speak thus, who once were young as they % 
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VI. 

Nay — rather will we greet with smiles — our eyes 
Grod-speeding them — warm sun about our snow. — 
To one or two, well whisper as they go. 

' Night follows noon. Be moderate, be wise !' 



VII. 

For me — ah true ! I've sung neath Heaven's dome. 
Sung at my work, and bask'd in kindly rays 
That seem, when gleaming out of memory's haze^ 

The efflorescence of an unseen Home. 



VIII. 

And I have known mute days of gloom and cloud, 
When copse and wood were voiceless in the spring 
To my shut ears, when hope, outrun, took wing. 

And sorrow swathed my soul as with a shroud. 
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IX. 

But Gk)d's sun drank the mists and clouds, as dew ; 

Dim paths grew clear and soft, and safe to tread ; 

The woods found hidden voices overhead, 
And I found Love in eyes of April blue. 

X. 

Farewell ! We've supp'd. Life's wine was keen and 
bright ; 

Old friends move by and gain the outer door ; 

The wind blows buffets with a northern roar. 
And past the shadows gleams the distant light ! 




J) 
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GRAINS. 
Scorn not the feather if you prize the wing. 



■•♦•- 



On the laburnum chains, the fairies swing 
Their little golden pitchers, fill'd with Spring. 



■♦♦^ 



The pinions of success can spare no quilL 



i^iSS^"^ 



-^^'? r.^i^' 




'% 
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SPRING IN BONDS. 

I. 

Black Winter rear'd a prison grim and great ; 
He tomb'd sweet Spring therein with icy bands, 
Then called his bitter winds from northern lands 

And set them, warder-wise, to guard the gate. 

11. 

He sang, he laugh'd a blizzard laugh, he cried — 
' Mine, mine ! The Maid is mine for evermore ! 
The hurricane's wild bells on Arctic shore 

Shall peal in thunders when I wed my bride.' 

III. 

The Sun-Gk)d heard the captive Maiden's moan. 
And sent a shaft of love, so strong, so true, 
It pierced the prison and its Keeper through. 

And drove him howling to his farthest zone. 
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IV. 



The ioe-walls fell : the gyres slipp'd from her hand : 
The Maid stepp'd forth : bird-music shook the skies: 
Her lover look'd into her blue blue eyes 

And led her over all the laughing land. 
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THE TRUE SHAMROCK. 

"Thb wood-sorrel, or Oxalis Acetosdla^ like 
'^the trefoil clovers, is a sleeper, and folds its 
" leaves to rest at evening close. With its bright, 
" very bright, green trefoil leaves, and its trans- 
" parent, white-veined, and slightly drooping 
<* bells, it is one of our prettiest natives, ihe 
"trv>e Shanvrock of Irdand: and it is difficult 
^<to imagine why the Emerald Isle gave it up, 
*< with its emerald leaves, for the plain creeping 
**dover now called the ShamrockJ^ 

Sfenoeb Thompson, M.D., L.R.C.S.E. 
In " Wild Flowers. * 
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THE TRUE SHAMROCK. 

Wood-Sorrel, 
True Shamrock ! 
Ah ! Why art thou weeping 1 
Why cluster the dew-tears so thickly on thee ? 
Elnow you not that my Sunbeamfarfrommeis sleeping, 
' Far, far, from my bosom, 
Another tryst keeping, 
A Lover's tryst keeping. 
Beyond the salt sea ? 



•*—- 




Wood-Sorrel, 

True Shamrock ! 

Ah ! Why dost thou languish, 

Low drooping thy head by the grey mossy stone ? 

I should droop, though my Sunbeam were with me to 

vanquish 

The ice of my bosom ; 
To lighten my anguish, 
My sorrow and anguish, 
When grieving alone. 
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Wood-Sorrel, 
True Shamrock! 
What grief dost thou cover, 
Olose pent in thy emerald leaflets of pain? 
The loss of sweet Erin ! Lost, lost, to her lover : 
My leaf from her bosom 
Oast off for another ; 
Dethroned for another. 
My leaf without stain. 



Wood-Sorrel, 
True Shamrock ! 
The winds waft thy story — 
How Erin, the changeful, discarded thy leaf. 
Yea, I the true Shamrock, in ages now hoary, 
I reign'd in her bosom. 
One with her in glory, 
In honour, in glory. 
Now only in grief! 
f t 
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Wood-Sorrel, 
True Shamrock ! 
Low drooping, repining. 
What creeper has taken thy name and thy place) 
Alas! a coarse clover, with trefoils entwining. 
Has crept to her bosom ; 
In darkness maligning. 
In secret maligning. 
The badge of her race. 



Wood-Sorrel, 
True Shamrock! 
Thy vein'd bells are bending ; 
Why fold'st thou thy hands at the close of the day? 
When mystical incense, saint-nurtured, is wending 
To Night's starry bosom ; 
Ere dawn-beams are blending 
With those of Night's ending. 
For Erin I pray ! 



■*««. 
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J, the Sorrel, 

True Shamrock ! 

When the world's tears are falling, 

Pray meekly that Erin less sadfol may be; 

That she root out the poor tangling weed that is 

crawling 

Snake-like on her bosom ; 

And, when Angels are calling, 
When true loves are calling. 
Turn to them, and to me. 
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BY SOLENT AND DANUBE, 

POEMS AlO) BALLADS. 
By W. WILSEY MARTIN. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

Dally Telegpaph.— *' There are thoughtful and seoaitiTe natures to 
whom aong is the expression that speaks most truly all thsy have to 
say, and leaves least unsaid. To them it dgnifies little that the age 
mostly favours prose. A true poet soliloquises, and is indifferent to the 
presence or attention of any hearers. He does but sing beoause he must» 
and beoause the otteranoe of his full heart ia as neoessarily tuneful as it 
is unpremeditated. Mr. Wilsey Martin is one of those natural singers; 
and there is nothing in his booklet which is not better sung than it could 
possibly have been said. A diversity of subject suggested by the title is 
vividly maintained, the contrast between sudi themes as are worked out 
in the sonnet * AttUa' and the simple ballad of * The Bedfordshire Plait- 
Giri,' being manifest throughout the volume. Narrative skill accom- 
panies the poetic faculty lu several instances, conspicuous among them 
being the legend of 'The Bridge of Straubing.' Tliis chronide of the 
tmgio tvsnt whidi drove Albert, son of I>uke Bniest of Bavaria, to Join 
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lilB father's Utieretk foe, Louis the Beuded, In open rebellion, is told 
with nerroos fOroe, simplicity, and directness of old bftllad poetary." 

The Saturday Review.— "Mr. Martin's yolnme reveals a shiginff 
▼oloe of no ordinary oompass and oapadty. In the domain of fanoy his 
flight is facile and well sustained, and in the antipodean field of didactios 
he displays a vein of moralishig decidedly piqiumt. A series of ' Quatiains,' 
inasmuch as they inculcate moral precepts or define abstract qualities, 
belong naturally to the latter class. Frequently, however, these little 
poems are veritable pictures, fraught with allegory or vivified by felicitous 
emUematio fancies. ... In ' A Ballad of St Quentin' and the *Bridge of 
Straubing,' Mr. Martin is to be commended for manfully resisting the 
temptation to use archaisms ; his cUction is simple and eipressive, and in 
both ballads abounds in picturesque touches and graphic force. Xhe ever- 
oliaoging aspects of the landscape in *A Golden Day' are noted with 
delicate sympathy and sensitive perception ; many of the stansas have the 
completeness of vignettes ; others, again, are vague or generalised impres- 
sions. Very distinct from these or the rondeaus and sonnets is ' The Lay 
of Nobody,' which, it occurs to us, merits the much-abused word— original. 
It ia undoubtedly a quaint concept, veiy ingeniously elaborated." 

The Graphic.—" A pleasant volume of occasional verse. ... Of the 
two sections of the book we prefer that which treats of home soeneiy, but 
would draw special attention to the pretty legend of * King Stephen's 
<;;rown ' in the foreign part. ' A Golden Day ' Is a delidously open-air 
idyll. * A Ballad of St. Quentin ' tells a good and pathetic stoiy in an 
effective style, whilst the author shows genuine humour, though of a 
caustic kind, in * The Lay of Nobody.' " 

The Eeho.— " A voltmie of graceful verse. The author is much given to 
quatrains, some of which are cleverly constructed. His songs, too, are 
bright aud fandful, * Bed Berries of Briony ' being among the sweetest of 
the series. In the poems written by the Solent there are many sweet 
descriptions of natural scenes, notably in the opening poem, *AGoidflO 
Day,' with its rich woodland pictures." 
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the WhitehaU Review.—** The Mithor wwUw Uke » fhroah ia « the 
■weet ipring-time,' in the full, deur, tlktoag (ones thai 0147 luliin ota 
teMfa, pouring lorfh a tide of melody without itint Mid without effod All 
hiipoetryhM the gnoe of ■pontaneitj Mid licnnr ' from tho fiilimi vf 
the hewt the month speaketh ;* to find nttenaoe in tuneful meMure i» 
«pp«ieotly initinctiTe to him. With the keeninalght Mid teithfnl qrmpetlij 
of a trae poet, he peroeives the beauty, the pathos, the decpw dgniHoatiOD 
of ordinary tiiinge and incidents. He talks of autumn leaves and BunmMr 
flowers, of sunshine and moonlight, of mists and snow, of winds and watss^ 
of childhood and old age, of work and rest, of lore, and mirtti, and sonow. 
setting each subject to congenial muslo. Unlike more pfetsntiooi twbI* 
flers, he has no pet rhjrthm, but varies his harmony with each changs of 
theme, passing with easy versatllitj from sadness to gaietyt Arom ramaaoe- 
to simplioity. Several descriptions of Hungarian baltle-fidds and Magyar 
warriors have the inspiriting 'ring of martial musio, and some legendaiy 
baHads are fittingly attuned to a quaint, dreamy cadence. Wlthonft 
entitling him to a place among the * bards subUme,' whose number of 
recent yean is small, Mr. Martin's compositions prove him one of the 
select band of inspired * makers of word-musia' He is of the privileged 
few whose pleasant duty it is to enliven the dulness, refine the ooananeMy 
and beautity the unseemliness of the world." 

Soelety.— *' Many poems show the true poetic faculty, being ooospionoos 
not only for high thought but graceful expression. * A Gtoldea Day ' at tba- 
isoharming." 



The Queen.—** We have here a collection of poetical pieeee on a 
variety of subjects and very diversifled in form. The contents comprise 
rondeauz, sonnets, quatrains, songs, ballads, ftc. There are some charming 
compositions among them, and generally the author's work is characterised 
by UghtnesB of touch, elegance of language, correct versification, ezodtail 
sentiment, and lively imagination." 
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Public Opinion.—" A gmcefuHy written volume of poems, with venee 
full of original thoughts, and breathing culture, shnplidty, and strength, 
oombined with a vigour and flow sure to command admiration. . . . There 
is not an unreadable line in any of the pages. We trust to see another 
book from Mr. Martin before long." 

Seotsman.— ** in all there is manifested a very considerable murfoal 
qualify and sense of form. Not the least successful are his translations 
from the German and his Hungarian lays. Better still are the 'Quatrains,' 
whUdi bear the sign-manual of poetic thought and cunning workmanship.''^ 

Queries (Buffalo, M.T., Ameriea).-'* W. WUaey Martin, in his 
volume of poems, entitled *By Solent and Danube,' shows a mastery of 
ridi, varied, musical verse, adapting itself easily and flexibly to the ohai^> 
ing moods of the poet and the reader ; an extraordinary command of 
descriptive power held well within control ; capacity for constructing and 
oanying out within the limitations necessary to poetry a full dramatio 
ptoi They are poems of real genius and true beauty, and show so great 
an imaginative power, not merely for painting Nature in her most beautiful 
and grandest forms, but for penetrating these forms with vivifying ooneq[K 
tions, that the book will secure for itself a permanent name and a kmg- 
suooession of readers. We take pleasure in introducing Mr. Martin to our 
readen, and trust that we may meet with him again." 




MB. ELKIN MATHEWS'S 
NEW AND FORTHCOMING POETICAL WORKS. 



JBOX IHB ASOLAIf HILLS: A Poem. By EUQENE BENSON. Impuriti 
Ittmo. 68. not. 800 oopies. 

A LASTfiAKYEST: ImiosandScmneteflraimthe Book of Lore. Qyttiekto 
PHILIP BOUBKB MABSTON. Edited with Memoir by Looito 
Ohuidler Moolton. Post Svo. 68. net 60 oopies Foap. 4to, uP. 

A LOST GOD. By F. W. BOUBDILLON, M.A. With three fnll-psge mo*. 

tntions by H. J. Fbrd. Printed at the Ghiswiok Preas in iTlimiftad 

edition. Demy Svo. 68.net. 60 oopies Boyal Svo. 178. 6d. nek 

«% On the day of publioation the prioes will be raised to 7e. 6d. imI and 

Sis. net resjwotively. [NMurlif Bmtin, 

A LIGHT LOAD: 'A Book of Songs. By DOLLIE BADFOBD. WithftXfUd 
designed by Loois Davis. Foap. Svo. 8s. 6d. net. 

flHAiffPUM TWAIN. By EBNE8T BADFOBD, with a Frontlqiieoe bgr 
Walter Orane. Imperial 16mo. 68. net 
Printed on hand-made paper at the Ghiswiok Press, in an edition ol tfO 
copies, Imperial 16mo, at 6s. net ; and 60 oopies numbered and iii^iod, 
Grown 4to, large paper, at 10s. 6d. net 

A SICILIAN IDTLL: A Pastoial Play. By JOHN TODHUNTEB. Wltiia 
Frontispieoe by Walter Orane. Imperial 16mo, boards. PrioeCs. net 
Uniform with *<Ghambers Twain.^' The L.P. copies, price lOs. 8d. 
net, nearly all sold. 

THE UQFS OUB, WITH OTHEB YEBSE. By B. H. STODDABD. Portnllk 
Foap. Svo. (is. net 

^BN AND POPPIES. By GOSMO M ONKHOUSE. Foap. Svo. 08. net 
Finelv Printed by B. As B. Glark, of Edinburgh, on hand-made paper, in 
an edition of 860 oopies Foap. Svo, at 6s. net (and 60 numbered and signed 
oopies, with proofs of an etching by William Strang as Frontispieoe, OrowD 
4to, large paper, at 168. net, all sold). 

YEBSB-TALBS, LTBIGS AITD TRANSLATIONS. By EMILT H. HIOKST. 
Imperial 16mo, 68. net 

THE BAOKSLIDE& AND OTHEB POEMS. By AKT^U& Grown ito. 
7s. 6d. net 
Ghoicely printed on hand-made paper at the Ghiswiok Press. Limilsd 
to 60 copies, of which very few remain. 

POOB PEOPLE'S GHBISTHAS. By the Hon. BODEN NOEL. MedlVB 
16mo, booklet form, inAwo editions, prioe 6d. and Is. net 

LONDON: BLKIN MATHEWB. VIGO GRTBEBT, W. 



Printed at the Bedford Frew, 90 A 21, Bediordbiiry, London, W.O. 



V 




3 bios DDb D55 SS7 



STANFORD UNIVERSITY LIBRARIES 

CECIL H. GREEN LIBRARY 

STANFORD, CALIFORNIA 94305-6004 

(415) 723-1493 

All books may be recalled after 7 days 



DATE DUE 



